position of office manager. In the same city Winnie held sway over
the eighth-graders. "Next," said the spirit, "You will see one who
is loved by my world." The scene faded and we found ourselves in
the Mayo Brothers Hospital, and there was Mildred Spotts ministering
to the patients.
"The next visit will interest you," said the spirit, and before us
came the scene of a girl's basketball game, and who should be the
coach of the winning side but Metta, the star of C. H. S. The spirit
spoke hurriedly, "Someone is calling me and I will leave you at a con-
cert till I return." So speaking he disappeared, and the sound of
music came to my ears. There was a wonderful band, so large that
it completely filled the great stage, and the entire audience was listen-
ing with evident delight. The selection ended, the leader turned and
bowed amid hearty applause, and the one whom I recognized was none
other than Edwin Pemberton. "We must hurry," said a familiar
voice, "For I have been called to show another the future of his class."
My little friend was again in my pocket and we were outside in the
street. A handsome woman passed, and although her face was
strangely farrfiliar, I did not recognize her until a passerby remarked
to his companion, "There goes Miss Rawls, who is considered one of
the best Y. W. C. A. workers in America."
"I know you are wondering about Amelia Tucker," said my com-
panion, and there before our eyes was a magnificent library with our
own Peg head librarian."
I heard the sound of a well-known voice, and looking up saw Arlos
explaining a problem in Calculus to a crowd of wondering college
students. Next we came to the crowded streets of New York and
the spirit directed me to a newsstand where my gaze fell upon a copy
of the New York Sun. There on the front page was the headline,
"Miss Louise Schenck will be at the Metropolitan Opera tonight with
her troupe." Just below was a notice to the effect that Miss Laura
Thomas, who had written so many interesting poems and essays was
again at work after a short illness.
"Paris, next stop," gaily said the spirit, and leaving New York we
found ourselves in the busiest section of that great city. My attention
was attracted by a sign painted on the window, "MISS WYNKOOP,
Designer." The place was filled with people and seemed to be doing
a fine business. While we were standing there Lois came out, looking
much the same as in the old days of '22. "Another long jump," said
My comrade, and at a gay house party in South America, we found
Janie Miller and Janie Humphreys. Soon John and Candler came in
from the day's work, for they were superintending the building of a
railway, and the girls were there on a vacation.
Twenty-six